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■ " Singing at ray heart's commancl. 
In thie. l»ne< my thoughti pursuing, 
I will fing, as doth behove, 
Hymns in praise of what I love." 



LONDON ^ 
S. J. LOOKER, 
132, UPPER CLAPTON ROAD, CLAPTON. 



1 9 2 C . 



TO 
J. F. BURTON. 

" I count myself in nothing 

else so happjr, 

As in a soul remembering 

my good friends." 



FOREWORD. 

A tru^ poet finds delight in the harmony and cdoui 
of life. 

jPuiide sunsets filling the evening sky with beauty, 
a great moon shining upon a tossing world of waters, 
stai-s glimmciing in clear skies, green hills, sunlight 
in the woodland, heather on a moor, moss at the tree 
foot — these things are not only full of delight in them- 
selves, but a,re symbols of a great reality. 

The music of streams, a wayside lane with bluebells 
or speedwell, the delicate tracery of trees in early 
spring, the rich gloiy cf summer foliag^, the yellowy 
splendour of autumn, the creaking boughs hung with 
snow in winter. 

The cries of sea-birds with their yearning, the music 
of the sea, that eternal melody of which the mind 
never tires, this beauty of Nature is full of mystery, 
but full also of the spirit of ci-eation, that inspires the 
poet to sing songs of joy and thankfulness. 

Not only Nature moves the mind of a true poet; 
the strivings of men and women, their hopes and 
fears, the burning goal of youth, the haven of serene 
old age, the rapture of first love which beats and 
trembles in the heart, the joys of friendship, these 
things inspire his pen, on these his muse may thrive. 

The aspirations of Liberty are mirrored in his songs, 
and his passion ebbs and flows like the tides, or like 
a great theme of music where the melodies combine in 
a sublime harmony. 

In the divine light of children's eyes, or seen even 
in the faithful eyes of a dog, made manifest in music 
or painting ai-e hints, of the vision, indications of its 
power. 



The artist in colour and the artist in words alike 
s^k that ideal beauty which bums in the distance as 
a star hung in immensity. 

The greatest poetry is the dower of life, the bringer 
of peace to the soul; its appreciation is the highest 
reward of culture, and the delight of the scholar, yet 
to the humble and the meek poetry is also a friend 
and hides not its face from them. 

Poetry is of the stuff of our dreams, yes ; but it is 
also of the stuff of our lives, woven of our very joys 
and sorrows. 

Poetry at its highest inspiration does not express 
the thoughts of a day, but is an expression of the 
longing of the human heart, which for centuries has 
found in poetry a child of wayward beauty, bringing 
joy into the difficult places of life, making glad adven- 
tures in the strange earth journey of the soul. 

SAMUEL J. LOOKER. 



1S3, Upper Clapton Road, 
Qapton, London. 



October 80th, 1919. 



TO THE MUSE. 

Come again as once of oldj 

Love I with passion in thy glance, 
While the Springtide fills the wold 

With its rich inheritance. 

Tender green on field and hillj 
Varied colours in the wood. 

Where the scents of Spring distil 
In these haunts of solitude^ 

Nature's temple waits for thee, 
Come ! thou Goddess of desire, 

'Neath the woodland canopy, 
Antique-limbed with eyes of fire. 



TO MY WIFE. 

I did not know those women of old timej 

Fair Helen, Beatrice, and Egypt's Queen, 
Inspiring Art and sung in poet's rhyme. 

Filling the mind with loveliness serene ; 
I did not know the glory of Love's hour, 

Before I knew thee mine and held thee true, 
And saw Desire from bud to perfect flower 

Open its petals at the thought of you. 
For now the loveliness of long past days, 

Perfect, supreme and fervent, dawns again, 
And I, thy priest, tread gladly those steep ways, 

Where the proud exile trod the path of pain ; 
Then happy I, to know thy love, which brings 

The zest and crown of all life's beauteous 
things. 



DAWN AND SUNSET GOLD. 

When I behold the colours of the earth, 

Or rich and glowing splendour of the sky. 
The flowing tides of ocean with its mirth, 

And keen salt winds that range so joyously, 
When on the night's dark face I see empearled 

Unnumbered myriad ranks of gleaming stars. 
Or from the mountain summit watch unfurled 

The banners of the dawn with crimson bars, 
When at day's close I view at sunset hour 

The changing glory of rich hues and dyes, 
That flood the heart with joy and utmost dower 

Of all the wisdom that in beauty lies. 
Then I surmise in dawn and sunset gold 

Strange dreams and faery histories of oH. 

TO THE POETS. 



Ye are the heirs of Time, O love most strange 

And passing wonderful in hearts that thrill, 
Stirred to love Beauty with delight, nor change 

Her service, or deny her perfect will, 
Ye are the seers that on the present oast 

The horoscope of beauty yet to be. 
Searching out marvels from the storied past. 

Of gentle love most fain, of life the key. 
Dreamers ye are. and squires of high roraance. 

Taking your pastime with the noble throng, 
That worship Art and her inheritance. 

The sons of joy, the highest heavens among. 
Dear happy children of the golden hours. 

Plucking in zest of youth immortal flowers. 



THE WANING YEAR. 

Autumn in the wood has flung its shower of gold. 

Bright tints of gieen have faded from the trees, 
A solemn beauty falls upon the wold, 

A pensive sadness lies within the breeze. 
Hushed are the birds that music in the brake 

Thrilled with delight the whole long summer 
through, 
A melancholy sound the winds of Autumn make. 

As though the dying year forgetfulness did sue, 
My heart is weary with the dying year, 

I too share in its grief and would be gone, 
Far from the ceaseless moil and cruel fear 

Of life, would fare into the dark alone. 
One with the fading tints, the Autumn's fire. 

The thrall no more of passion or desire. 

EARTH FANTASY. 

Let me not ungrateful be 
For the earth's rich fantasy. 
Let the joy within my breast 
Be with utmost love confessed. 

Colours of the wayside flowers ;. 
Minister to life rare hours, 
Dawn and sunset not in vain 
Yield each day a glad refrain. 

Sky and sea, the blowing wind, 
Bring enchantment to the mind. 
Yearning music of the tide 
Speaks of joy that shall abide. 

In the light of children's eyes 
Waits a message for the wise. 
For the earth's rich fantasy 
I would not ungrateful be. 



LINES WRITTEN IN A SHIPYARD. 

I. 

Blow winds of March across the surging seas, 
To visit shores that long for lusty Spring, 

Blow joyous winds across the hills and leas. 
Over the land thy salt sea-odours fling. 

Stir our dull laggard hearts into a glow, 

O singing winds across grey waters blow. 

II. 

Fair April flowers shall spread their coloured pride^ 
And laugh with glee when gentle breezes sigh, 

In woodland ways where latticed shadows bide, 
The pine-trees scent, a babbling brook anigh. 

What greater spell of beauty can I find. 

When joy of gracious colour fills the mind ^ 

III. 

Even iu gloom I know thy gentle touch. 
Laid on my heart as pass these days of care 

Spent in the yard, 'mid toil, and smoke, and such 
As scorn thy name, O Beauty passing fair, 

This heart that wor^ips thee in spite of ruth, 

Thrills to the rapture of thy glorious truth. 

IV. 

Thus out of pain and toil and coward fear, 
I spin these fragile songs for my delight, 

Striving to sing the glories of the year. 
Haunting my mind, by poesy's great might, 

And ail I feel I would give forth again 

In love to other men, despite of pain. 



JOY'S MUSIC. 

The sunshine in the shadowed wood 
Made pleasure for the eye, 

'Neath its steep bands in merry mood 
The brock ran laughing by; 

All things in praise of hoyden June, 

Sung to the heart a joyous tune. 

The rippling waters on the beach 
Rejoiced as they were playing, 

The glad sea-wind content did teach 
All troubled grief dismaying; 

Beauty entranced beyond compare, 

Sunshine and shadow, sea and air. 



RESURGENT. 

Here in the garden fades the summer rose, 

The ripened fruit hangs heavy from the trees, 
The rapture of the Springtide glory goes 

In my lone breast to dwell with memories. 
Soon shall the tints of Autumn, hill and vale, 

Woodland and meadow, touch with golden fire. 
And I, like eager birds that southward sail, 

Long for warm climes, my land of hearts' desire. 
Soon shall the Autumn pass, and Winter chill 

'Prison the land with mists and bitter frost. 
And deep the snow will lie upon the hill. 

While shake the firs, by Winter tempests tdst. 
Yet shall the Springtide, bom of Winter's pain. 
Bring to the earth her beauty once again. 



AUTUMN COLOUR. 

I once did think the winsome Spring 
Held pride of Nature's colouring 
To yield the mind repose. 

Now I do know the Autumn time 
Holds more of Nature's gift sublime. 
With richer colour glows. 

Hei golden hours th^t quickly pass. 
The brown leaves scattered on the grass, 
The wind that pensive blows — 

Create a beauty so supreme. 
No vernal pomp in Nature's scheme. 
More varied colour shows. 



FRIENDSHIP. 

Lo! the glad summer on the high brown hills. 

And glowing colour on the verdant wold, 
The springing flowers and bubbling moimtain rills. 

Birds murmuring of their loves in forests old ; 
The crimson poppies in the yellow com. 

Fragrant sweet-william, roses in the lane, 
The scent of pines upon the hills at mom, 

Or odours rare in gardens after rain. 
These are delights most lovely, yet I know 

A lovelier thing than these, of charm more rare. 
More pure than mountain daisy, or the snow 

In winter time upon the uplands bare; 

Your friendship in my heart more perfect rhyme 
Sings of delight, than all earth's gifts sublime. 



A FAERY SHIP 

(At West Hartlepool). 

A ship upon a jasper sea 

Shone on my vision while the dawn 
Rose in the east right joyously. 

When the grey mist was half-withdrawn. 

A faery boat she seemed so bright. 
With chains of pearl instead of rope, 

Framed were her sails in amber light. 
And varied tints of heliotrope. 

Beneath a sky of changing dyes. 
She moved along, O perfect hour. 

No artist's brush could e'er deviss 
This picture wrought by Nature's power. 



JOY OF SPRINGTIME. 

As a glad lark in boundless realms of light 

Sings to his love when Spring enchants the air, 
So I in thrall to Beauty feel delight 

In sea and sky, in flowers and all things rare, 
Above all care he soars and leaves the ground. 

To hymn the love whereof his heart is fain. 
From the low turf aspiring he hath found 

The heavens^ wherefrom he sings so sweet a strain. 
Now from a height fall notes of purest pleasure. 

Flute-like they rise and swell upon the wind, 
While in my heart joy glows in ardent measure, 

Part of the bird's delight pervades my mind. 
He sings for Love's dear sake and passion's power,, 
I, that the Spring is here with all its dower. 



THANKFULNESS, 

Around I cast my eyes 
With joy and sweet surmise 

Each lovely hour. 
Then on the earth I gaze, 
Filled with most high amaze 

At Beauty's dower. 

From earliest infancy 
Until old age, may I 

Still love the earth. 
Life holds much joy, but this 
It is her keenest bliss 

Of highest worth. 

Yet fail I still to prove 
The rapture of my love 
• With joy impelling. 
The seasons in their round 
With such great gifts ore bound, 
O , past all tellmg. 

ELEIMENTS OF JOY. 

Still shall the hours of day and night employ 
Love and Desire, twin elements of Joy. 

In moods of Nature find the goal of thought. 

And all that Love has yearned or Passion sought. 

See changing seasons and all life possessed 
Of that which never was in speech expressed. 

Even life's mystery and its pain conspire 
To aid the rapture of the spirit's fire. 

And view in moments when all heaven gleams 
The noble vision of enchanted dreams. 



A SUMMER HOUR. 

The earth is mystery, but whene'er I see 

The beauty of this woodland, then I feel 
Wonder within the very heart of me. 

Dreams that transcend and overcome the real. 
Something divine that haunts the spirit's sense. 

Familiar grown as doth a well-loved child 
In the glad years of native innocence, 

To its fond parents' eyes, gracious and mild. 
Here is deep peace and balm for thoughts of wrong. 

Rest for the weary, spells to charm the mind, 
'Mid varied grasses, flowers and trees among. 

Are rarest odours borne upon the wind, 
And shy wild flowers that careless spend their dower. 

Rich in the beauty of a summer hour. 



AFTER HAIN. 



Forth did I wander when the April rains 

Had spent their balm, and fields and woods did shine 

Beneath a gleaming sim, the air like wine 

Stirred the green leaves just bom, the country lanes 

Held glittering pools of water, and the fanes 

Of distant city glowed, and crystalline 

The sky o'ershadowed earth ; the scent of brine 

From tossing waters swept across the plains; 

The birds were singing in abandonment. 

And gentle breezes cheered me on my way. 

While joyous grasses waved in glad content. 

After the wholesome rain of that fair day, 

And with the voice of birds the waters blent, 

The pleasant sound of waters far away. 



DUSK. 

Dusk is on the upland, on the silent moorland, 
Softly gleams the light of the amberreoloured moon. 

Gentle breezes murmur o'er the lonely' downland, ' 
Bearing scents of Spring where the restless waters 
croon. 

Peace is i;ii,ere and rapture, balm for all my sorrow, 
Beauty waiting there 'neath the rapture of the sky, 

Brooding on that vision, ' magic I may borrow 
For the barren days when no loveliness is nigh. 

Hear the waters singing, on the gleaming 'sea-sand 
Comes the yearning tide with its music of delight. 

With its passion flowing where the stately cliffs stand, 
Perfect is the charm of the beauty of the night. 



JOY AND THE EARTH. 

Ah, joy, thou glorious gift. 
Promise of heaven here. 
Unto the eyes that see, 
" What glories do appear. 

Here on this ancient earthy 
■ Each sunset and each mom, 
'Bo cheer the heart of man. 
A miracle is bom. 

For after sunset stars 

And splendour of the night. 
And after dawn the birds 

Rejoicing in the light. 

So pass the golden hours, 
Each in their ordered plaa, 

To bring the gracious gift 
Of happiness to man. 
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LOVE AND TRUTH. 

I lift my eyes to Loy? 

Beyond the skies. 
The shining stars alpye, 

And earth's sad cries. 

I lift my eyes to Truth, 

Serene and fair. 
The burning goal af youth, 

Aad prize most rare. 

O Love for which I pine. 

Be thou more dear. 
And come, O Truth divine, 

And dwell thou hpie. 

Here in this yearning mind, 

Li this sad breast. 
Thy habitation find. 

And here find rest, 

LONGING. 

Winter without and Winter in my heart. 
The leatfess trees show gaunt against the sky. 
Mute are the birds, the golden pageantry 
Of summer days long past j from you apart 
See piljgrim love and 3est from life depart, 
And heavily the hand of destiny 
Has chilled my mind and quelled the ecstasy 
That erst I knew, and passion can impart. 

The stream between white frozen banks is lying, 
A north wind blows through all the garden close ; 
The sea lies hushed, the mournful gulls are crying, 
Low in the east the amber sun now glows ; 

Shall Love return at last to end my sighing. 
When summer brings the splendour of the rose ? 
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MY HEART TO BEHOLD. 

My heart to behold the colours of earth. 
With joys manifold dances in mirth. 

Blithe sparrows twitter under the eaves. 
The sun is a-glitter on the green leaves. 

And swiftly the hours are passing away. 
As April's sweet flowers bloom and decay. 

The clattering! brook says Time is a cheat, 
The chattering rook the theme doth repeat. 

But when I am gone, of this I am sure, 
The rook will cry on, the brook will endure. 



ROMANCE. 



Beside the golden shore of faery seas, 

Rest ye content, O potent souls and rare, 
Above the surge of life, taking your ease 

In the glad rapture of that perfect air ; 
Natheless on earth ye dwelt, O sons of light. 

Neglected by the world, in toil o'erworn, 
Singing your songs in pain and depth of night, 

To hymn the. rising of the joyous mom. 
And now your names are deathless, written high 

On the great roll of fame they shine and bum, 
In splendour to the ages passing by. 

Who a more perfect beauty swift discern ; 
And more than all rejoice that your words sound 
Across the ages to Thoughts' utmost bound. 
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SUNSET, 

Here on the mountain summit now I rest, 

After the toilsome climb from crags below, 
And view the colours of the changing west. 

Where the sun's rays in vivid light doth show ; 
It glows indeed a beauteous isle of bliss, 

'Midst seas of jasper touched by heavenly grace, 
A land of radiant light beneath the kiss 

Of purest airs that range through boundless 
space. 

Hung in the spacious splendour of the sky. 

Peak after peak in glorious guise is seen. 

Framed in piled clouds that on its surface lie. 

Beneath a sea of dazzling sunset sheen; 

Each shining pinnacle and towering spire 

Is fairest amber shot with crimson fire. 

SOLITUDE. 

1 love the woods where shadows hide, 

The wind upon the wold. 
The scents of Spring, the Summer's pride. 

And Aiitumn's tints of gold. 

I joy to hear the searguUs' cries 

Upon the cliffs alone, 
The beauty and the simple guise 

Of flower and mossy stone, 

1 Have not wealth, nor power, nor lands, 

And yet rich joys are mine. 
The joys of earth not made with hands, 

I drink immortal wine, 
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BEAUTY'S PASSING. 

Lo 1 here the Summer, with its golden fire 

Has clothed the woods in splendour and with pride. 
The meadows, starred with flowers in gay attire. 

Spend hours of beauty which too quickly glide. 
It is the season when, in spite of fear 

And haimting pain which fills this life on earth. 
The mind can feel the glories of the year. 

And for brief moments know the balm of mirth. 
Swift moves the summer to its fiery close, 

To Autiunn sere and falling of the leaves. 
When trees are bare and faded is the rose. 

And the sad heart for Beauty's passing grieves, 
That the glad hours of sunshine are no more. 
And the bright pomp of Summer flowers is o'er. 

GL4D WAS MY HEART. 

Glad was my heart for the lure of the earth in the 
Spring, 
Glad for the singing of birds and the scent of the 
pines, 
Full of the longing that comes with the birth of the 
flowers. 
Part of the joy that exults m the passionate winds. 

Glad was my heart for the chant of the green restless 
waves. 
By the loved hills that had known the delights of 
my youth. 
And the glad song of the lark, as it circled in air. 
Fell on my heart as if borne from the Heaven of 
Truth. 

Yet not the delights of the Spring, or the chant of 
the sea. 
The lonely blue hills, or the birds with their lyrical 
cries. 
Did so wrap my heart in a ravishing vision of joy. 
As the sound of thy loved voice and the friendship 
of thine eyes. 
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WELCOME SPRING. 

'The quickening earth renews again 
Her vernal green, her golden fire, 

And turns to joy the Winter's pain : 
Welcome thou Springtide of desire. 

For thee the merry birds sing loud, 
Labumiuns flaunt their yellow flower. 

Far in clear skies without a cloud 

Soars the glad lark this beauteous hour. 

And sing thou, too, O heart, rejoice. 
Sing for pure joy that Spring is here ; 

Thy ardent rapture give a voice 
That after absence grows more dear. 



SPRINGTIDE GLORY. 

Joyous the morning's breath, the waves that sing 

On yellow sands that glow beneath the light; 
The earth is robed in glory of the Spring, 

It is the hour of love and rich delight; 
The placid skies of day are blue and gold. 

Hung o'er a world of colour and of gladness. 
And in the woods pale shadows close enfold 

The dusk of bosky glades the haunt of sadness ; 
Now in my garden tulips spend their dower, 

A fairer pomp than flowers of Winter know, 
Down in the fields behold a golden shower 

Of marigolds and buttercups aglow; 
Across the wold the salt sea winds that range, 
Bear scents of Spring and odours rich and strange. 
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RAPTURE- 

When in the hour of meditation's calm, 

I ponder o'er the memory of things gone. 
What are the thoughts that fill my mind with balm, 

Singing within a passionate orison? 
I thiiJc of wonder brooding o'er the hills. 

Of woodland shades and beauty dwelling there, 
The music of the sea, and murmuring rills 

O'er pebbly beds, and flower scents in the airj 
Light on a stretch of yellow sand at noon. 

Mystery in the dawn, and sunset's dower, 
The faery light of an amber-coloured moon, 

Stars gleaming through the dusk at evening hourj 
Above all these, the spirit of joy that brings 
Wonder to the heart on heavenly wings. 



• DIVINE UNREST. 

I have no part in this resurgent hour 

Of wasted, hurried toil that men call life, 
Nor for their shows, or pomp, or crested power 

I care in sooth, nor trouble in their strife. 
For I have loved far other things than these^ 

Even from my earliest days a rebel, 1 
Sought with a yearning heart and mind to seiie 

The subtle shape of Beauty passing by ; 
In youth I dreamed apart from all the world, 

And questioned with a thousand things of earth, 
As joyous birds, a glowing rose, the skies empearled. 

These held for me the secrets of true mirth. 
And pondered long on that divine unrest 
Which trembles in the heart, a welcome guest. 
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THE UNRESTING TliDEi 

My passion spent, across the stormy sea 

A voyage of fear o'erpast, I gladly come 
To anchor in the bay, Love ecstasy 

'Divine to know, O thou my heart's true home. 
And as the sailor, after toil and pain, 

To the loved homestead comes and greets his friends. 
And sees dear faces shine, so I again 

Know bliss that the long hours of grief amends. 
The white cliffs front the sea as when a boy 

I mused upeii their turf and spun my dreams. 
And love of beauty trembled into joy 

Within my heartj brooding on mighty themegj 
The woods are still ablaze with daffodils, 
Still the sea-wind the air with music fills. 



MUSIC OF EARTH. 

Now the Spring enfolds the hills. 
Flings its gold upon their crest, 

And the heart with passion thrills. 
Beauty lingers in the breast. 

Once again the choral throng 

That have mourned the Winter through. 
Merrily renew their song. 

Singing 'neath the heaven's blue. 

And the woodland brook runs clear. 

Babbling of fields and skies, 
Flowers' and ferns and all things dear 

To the passion of the wise, 

And the ocean yearns to tell 

All the magic of the Spring, 
Held beneath the ancient spell 

Of the glad earth's blossoming. 
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THE AGE OF GOLD. 

earth, thy. wonder fresh and stronjf 
Haunts my rapt mind as doth a song 
Sung to an air the age ol gold 
Knew in its innocence of old 

1 see the picture of the world 
As a great banner, that unfurled 
Emblazoned with a thousand dyes, 
Shows rich and noble pageantries. 

Yet simple is the tale of days 
That blithely pass for Nature's praise. 
And to the soul of calm content 
Holds each a dower of high intent. 



APRIL DAYS. 

I love fair April days, 

The time of flowers. 
To tread green woodland ways 

In leafy bowers. 

I love the feel of June, 

Her shining skies, 
To hear the brook's gay tune. 

The bird's glad cries. 

I love the Autumn's tints, 
While fades the year. 

The days that full of hints 
Of sadness are. 

1 love the Winter cold. 

The stainless snow. 
When sheep bide safe in fold. 

And keen winds blow. 

I love each passing hour 

Of joy or pain ; 
Each brings a gracious dower 

That doth remain. 
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THE POET TO HIS MISTRESS. 

Let me not see the roses of your cheeks 

Fade into white, the magic of your smil6, 
Disclosing finest ivory, that seeks 

To ravish Love, his majesty beguile. 
Die to the image of a toothless crone. 

When age has written finis on your brow. 
And Beauty's self has left her burning throne, 

Reft of the glory that you harbour now. 
I would go down to meet the call of Death 

Before the bitter loss of Beauty's end. 
And lose the magic of this earthly T)reath, 

To seek the mystery that death may lend ; 
Nor would I see the soul of my desire 
Die on the ashes of Love's bumt-out fire. 

O, I shall love thee ; never fear that T 

Might fail when age has come to thee, mine own. 
To worship at thy shrine in fealty. 

Despite the wrecks of years in anguish strewn ; 
What though thine hair be touched with Winter's 
snow, 
Those eyes bedimmed that erst did gleam with 
light, 
Perchance the dignity of age may glow 

With beauty passing fair, and tempt delight ; 
The fires of passion shall be past, and we. 

Remembering our love in days of yore, 
Shall live again our dreams most gloriously. 
And thrill with joy upon that dreamland shore ; 
The zest of being, the pleasure of the breath. 
Prove Love immortal over age and death. 
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MY ROOKS\ 



In Winter, when outside the wind blows chill. 
And daylight dies, I sit alone and dream, 
While on my books the dancing flames agleam, 
Throw lights and shadows with a fairy skill, 
With thought of other days is quick to thrill 
My raptured mind transported from this scene 
In the glad air of memory's esteem, 
Remembering golden moments, joyful still. 
In days of youth tempestuous Byron's song, 
And Shelley fanned the nre that burned within ; 
John Keats, most loved of all the shades that throng 
The peopled silence, Milton's loud tocsin. 
And Shakespeare's trumpet tones the mood prolong, 
And Spenser, poet of Beauty's violin. 



II. 



Not only these delights of noble names, 

Who wrote their glorious thoughts that all might 

learn 
The truths of poesy, whom Time acclaims 
Chief of the sons of light, whose lamps shall burn ; 
Not these alone I dream, but other days, 
When red the wine did sparkle in Life's cup, 
Come to my mind and lo 1 where joy displays 
Fair pictured hours my soul has drunken up. 
Those golden afternoons in Bloomsbury spent. 
Beneath that dome where scholars love to dwell. 
Those eager journeys that I searching went 
For books — the very thought lures as a spell — 
Those hours when in the woods or on the hill, 
I quaffed from Nature's wine and drank my fill. 
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LOSS. 

The laughing earth in green attire is clad, 
The Spring returns again, yet I am sad; 
For you are mute. Beloved, and lie in mouldj 
And vain for me the glory of the wold ; 
Beneath my bedroom window at dawn's hour 
The song of birds is heard in ivied bower; 
Yet not as once of old is sweet to me 
This morning music fluting joyously; 
For you, dear heart, no longer share my mirth. 
But rest in death beneath the kindly earth. 
Now Summer comes, and beauty decks the year. 
Yet still my heart its load of pain must bear ; 
I think of golden days not long agone. 
Before you died and left me here alone; 
Not all the charm and magic of the rose. 
Nor colours of the earth where beauty glows. 
Can bring again the rapture that was mine. 
For in the toil of grievous loss I pine. 
Now Autumn's colour floods the vales and hilh. 
The waning year with pensive charm she fills; 
The winds are cool, and leaves begin to fall. 
And I thy vanished tones and smile recall. 
Now Winter spreads her mantle o'er the world. 
On woods and fields the whirling snow is hurled ; 
Now birds are hushed, the air is full of frost. 
The leaves are tossed along a myriad host. 
Yet Spring, nor Summer, Autumn, Winter cold. 
Can bring tp me the joys they brought of old, 
And all the glories of the changing year 
But serve to bring to mind the pain I bear. 
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SHADOWS. 

Subject to grief and thrall to cruel desire, 

I walk the road of life a weary thing. 
Splashed by the passing ph^riots and the mire. 

Yearning in vain to see high Beauty's king; 
Oft in the still dark hours, when silent night 

Clothes all the way with blackness, I c^ h^&i^ 
The rolling of his carnage wheels, a light. 

And distant music falls upon my ear. 
And sometimes when the moon ascends the sky, 

While gleaming stars shine out in depths serene. 
Out of my soul is wrung a sudden cry, 

Almost I feel the thrill of beauty keen 

Moving my mind to rapture, then it fades, 
Clouds move across the sky with darkening shades. 



THE WOOD ABOVE THE TUNNEL. 

The wood above the tunnel dost thou know? 
Where sing the wild birds and the fir trees gw>w. 
Stirred by the breezes wandering in the wood. 
Speaking in tongues my spirit understood. 
The wood above the tunnel, at the thought 
Tears to these eyes have old tjme memories brought. 
Visions of beauty rare that once I knew. 
Where shy wild flowers and dewy bluebells grew. 
Fair was the sky seen distant through the trees. 
Sweet was the scent of pines bpme on the breeze. 
Ah, I was happy then, just a careless boy. 
With every n^erve alive, pulsing with eager joy. 
While birds and flowers shared my joyous mood. 
And the glad brook ran laughing through the wood. 
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LOVE AT DUSK. 

Pale gleamed the wreaths of the white mist o'er the 
moorland. 
Sad was the cry ol the birds as they trilled their 
refrain, 
RustlcK^ the yinds in the, trees with a sombre emptjo^, 
Dark seemed the sky as with hint of the oncoming 
rain. 

Yet in thine eyes, O my Love, shone the light of 

contentment. 

Thrilling with regal desires of the pas&iooat^ south, 

Potent as wine was the sound of £hy voice, O Beloved, 

Sweet were thy lips in the dusk^ and the lure of 

thy mouth. 

DELIGHT. 

With swift delight I muse on flowers, 

Pure glowing rose and fragrant pink. 
Of bluebells in green woodland bowers. 

More choice than tropic blooms, I think; 
The glory of a Silent dawuj 
That falls on hamlet, wood, and lawn. 
The music of a thousand rills, 
The grace of sunset-haunted hills, 
The songs of happy birds in Spring, 

That pipe their meed of joyous praise. 
The sound at eve' when far bells ring 

At close of golden summer days ; 
Plovers o'er the moorland crying, 

The vivid green of meadow grass, 
Swallows in the clear air flying, 

White clouds across the sky that pass ; 
These thoughts are rife with rapt desire. 
Like gleaming colour seen in fire. 
Go ! take your cities and their vanity. 
For me dear Nature and felicity. 
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TO MY FRIEND, JOHN FRANCIS BURTON. 



Now, little book, you forth must fare 
Into the haunts and ways of men. 

The critics' blame or praise must share, 
Thou humble childing of my pen. 

Songs I have sung in joy or pain. 

Striving to tell my love in vain. 



And you, dear friend, wil.\ understand 
The dreaius I knew but could not tell, 

That came from that far faeryland. 
To cast upon our minds their spell. 

They gave us treasures amply blest. 

And thoughts that trembled in the hreast. 



So if no critic deign to praise 
These poems wrought with simple art, 

I shall not mourn throughout my days. 
Or feel a tumult of the heart. 

The love of one loyal friend, to me 

Outweighs the whole world's flattery. 



24 



LOVE POEMS. 



Mourn for the heart that knows not Love's fair dower, 

And travels lonely hours o'er barren ways, 
That knows not beauty's grace or fervent hour, 

And yearns for some sweet prize that still delays^ 
O truth divine and proud, O beauteous love. 

Beating the air of heaven with golden wings. 
Beyond all passion and all care above, ^ 

Blest with thy gift, the heart exalted sings; 
Therefore an alien and impotent thing. 
Is that dull heart that never knew thy lore, 
And there dark Winter reigns, and never Spring 

Sheds its glad light, or joy renews her store. 
O Lovers 1 mourn for that sad heart, in vain 
Its life in death, its woe and bitter pain. 



• 2. 

In my long-distant past there was an hour. 

That even now with memory aglow, 
Shines with a lustre and a potent power. 

Not Time himself can work its overthrow; 
It was a summer evening, blue the sky. 

You walked beside me, O Beloved and pure, 
'Joying the eve' in its tranquility. 

While rippling waters played their overture; 
The air was full of flower scents odorous. 

We paced along the avenue of pine. 
With hearts co joined and passion emulous. 

Where the dark forest branches intertwine, 
I kissed your lips, you told your love with pride, 
'Neath the sea^-pines at turning of the tide. 
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8. 

Here 'mid the bracken, where the rabbits dart. 

And varied herbs and flowers are wet with dew, 
A benediction falls upon the heart 

Blent with desire and memories of you. 
One summer eve' we plighted here our vows, 

Beneath this stately elm we kissed and clung. 
And knew love's rapture 'neath its shady boughs. 

While merry birds their joyous anthems sung, 
Across the woods the evening shades are falling, 

A crimson splendour dyes the western sky, 
In the clear air I hear the plovers calling. 

An owl gives forth its melancholy cry. 

This upland breathes of Beauty's sacred quest, 
The love of you that trembles in my Breast. 



We loved to-day beneath a sapphire sky, 

In fields of luscious grass be-gemmed with flowers. 

Delight we knew while swiftly fled the hours. 

Made dear by love and joy of poesy; 

We laughed, we sang, then whispered melody 

In tender accents stirred by passion's powers, 

And lyric rapture bom in Nature's bowers. 

Thrilled with glad music like a symphony. 

Your eyes were pools whose mirrored light did shine 

With opal hues of faeryland, and Brought 
Old memories to my heart as at a shrine, 

I gazed with trembling hope and earnest thought. 
And read within those orbs of light divine 

The answering word for which my spirit sought. 
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s. 

The day that lived in splendour, dies in joy. 

Sun-drenched the hours too swiftly speed away, 
Pure airs that range the hills in love employ 

The arts of Nature's gift in happy play. 
Shall we not feel. Beloved, in times to come, 

The spell of this fair day that now is dying? 
Will not its fragrant presence overcome 

The menace of the years so quickly flying? 

Look where in Heaven the golden sunset glows 

With such rare beauty that we cannot grieve 
The fading of the sunlight, glory flows 
Over the earth ; nor sadly shall we leave 
This faery place beside the murmuring sea : 
We are made one with Immortality. 



6. 

If I have loved you dearer than the rose. 

Which with its scent makes glad the summer aii, 
'Joying in gardens where sweet Beauty glows, 

Bearing the palm from even the lily there; 
If I have scorned to love no meaner thing. 

But in your eyes have read what Love has writ. 
Ruled by those spells of which Love is the king. 

Fenced by his arms and guarded by his wit; 
Impute not wilful malice to me, dear. 

That I should scorn the rose to gaze on thee, 
for in brief hours the rose fades and is sere, 

While your rare beauty lives immortally; 
Nor could I worship at another's shrine. 
?esseS9 ray mind, my love and life are thine. 
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I loved you when the glory of the Spring,' 
After the Winter sere renewed the earth, 

And Beauty fair with laden arms did bring 
The hills and woods to joy at April's birth. 

I loved you when the Summer's gracious prime 
Possessed the earth with wonder and delight; 

And loved you when the pensive Autumn time 
Stripped from the trees their foliage in despite. 

I loved you when the Winter, cold and drear. 
In icy chains had bound the frozen land; 

Then by the gleaming fire you grew more dear. 
And we were loyal to Love's inspired command. 

Still as the seasons went, and sped the hours. 
Love did remain to strew our path with flowers. 



8. 



Like as a lute inspired by heavenly tones, 

Played by a master learned in music's lore. 
Charms listening ears with mellow undertones. 

And from low earth to highest heaven doth soar, 
So, Lady, gracious and kind, thy gentle love 

Hath melody most rare to charm my ear. 
Thy regal beauty has the power to move 

To utterance Love's song without a peer. 
Lo all my days with sounds most musical 

Are filled and joy beside the way doth sing 
With such dear tones as grace a festival. 

Or dulcet notes of birds that greet the Spring, 
And voice of lutes and all glad sounds that be, 
Make music in my life for love of thee. 
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Shall we not strive, my Love and tj 
To win the palm of constancy? 

To love each holir s& passing well 
That ancient Time his rage shall quell? 

The high intent of long past days 
For us live on in present praise ? 

And every wonder of the earth 
A richer harvest bring to birth? 

Dawn and glad grass and April showers 
Hold parley with the mind's fresh powers ? 

Then we shall live, my love and I» 
^o win the bays of constancy. 



10. 

A stretch of moorland and the sea, 
A soft wind blowing fioia the ^reit. 

Can fill my mind with ecstasy. 

And lull all troubled thoughts to rest. 

The scent of roses, lilies fair. 
Or wild flbw6rs in a wayside lane-, 

Musing on these, I banish care. 
And half forget that life is paiui 

And gazing on thy lovely face. 

That mirrors heaven on this poor earthy 

i think, O Queen of , peerless grace. 
That life is joy 'twixt death and birthi 
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11. 



Here by the margin of the surging sea, 

I know your love, that like a whelming tide 
Floods all my soul with its grand harmony. 

Like to the passion of the ocean wide; 
Above, the shadowing sky is deepest blue. 

The sun bums on with dazzling rays of light, 
Again I think of that high hour which knew 

The birth of love and ^1 its wondrous might. 

What is this fliysteiy that I cannot read. 
This love of ours that is a flame of fire 
Within oiir hearts, that doth demand a meed 
Of the impassioned music of desire ? 
I cannot tell the spells within that move, 
I cannot u&d^stand' — ^I only love. 



12. 



You are more beautiful than pen may write.. 

Your loveliness more potent to my mind 
Than the ^leen. charm o££[at]ire'» varied sight. 

Wherein the utmost gradness I do find; 
Like as the notes of a great oigas swcU 

Down the long aisles of a cathedral dim, 
So tides of love for thee within me dwell. 

And all my ardour cries aloud thy hymn. 

Walking within a wood to^^dtky, I heard, 

With answering zest that thrilled my being through, 
The rapturous song of an impassioned bird 
Fluting his mate Lome's glorious message true ; 
So froito the chords of ail my being, draw 
Thy music too, by Passion*s ptubffe lore. 
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18. 



How can I praise thy beauty and thy power. 

The manifold desires and raptures tell 
That thy love brings as a transcendent dower, 

Blent with the wonder of thine antique spell ? 
Thou radiant Star and Queen of every grace. 

Thou my heart's passion, thou my life's delight, 
The winsome beauty of thy lovely face. 

Those burning eyes so fathomless and bright. 
As bathes a goddess fair in haunted stream. 

The magic of thy limbs allures my eyes, 
The poise of thy dear head I see in dream, 

Thy lustrous hair doth smell of choicest spice; 
I both thy spirit and thy body love. 
But which love best, I have no power to prove. 

14. 

Hast thou seen in the East the dawn of gold 

Flood the sky and end the night. 
When the darkness done, we with joy behold 

That the whole glad earth is bright? 
Hast thou seen, at the end of a day's declinej 

When the sun sinks in the west. 
And the gleaming rays of light divine 

Charms the heart to thoughts of rest? 

Thus thy love for me is my golden mom,- 

And it fills our life with joy. 
When between us two in this rapture bom^ 

Passing years shall not destroy. 
For our love shall last and grow ever dear 

To a rare and perfect flower. 
And the moments sweet, when you are near^ 

Are full of Love's own power. 
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15. 

Now Lady April walks upon the hills 

And flaunts her treasures on the gentle breeze. 
Her blossoms rare and spices rich distils 

Over the domain of the crystal seas ; 
Daffodils are growing in their yellow pride, 

Speedwell in the lanes, and primroses abound. 
In dim, cool woods, where faery shadows 'bide. 

Hyacinths and violets burgeon on the ground. 

Love in our hearts feels rapture in the Spring, 
A new-found glory in the season's joy 

Bids us rejoice, the merry birds that sing 

Know of the fervour that our minds employ. 

See ! through the wood's fair pictured tapestry. 

The sunshine on the leaves, the April sky. 



16. 



As a Madonna, with a pale, sweet face 

Smiles from a painting on a gallery wall. 
With noble beauty and a winsome grace, 

That e'en the rage of ages can forestall ; 
So shall my love for thee in years grow thus 

To a more splendid lustre, and thy name 
I'll sing' in glad accents and sonorous 

'Till all the world thy loveliness acclaim. 

The colours of the painting from the past. 

Retain their glowing dyes, nor fade away, 
Limned by the brush of an enthusiast, 
A votary of art in ancient day; 

So shall the fervour of my love sincere 
Survive the shocks of Time with grace austere. 
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17. 

Do you remember, Love, that summer eve? 

After the weary hours in city pent. 

You said, " 'TVas truth indeed the poet's cry. 

That poet sad who told the sunless way 

That men must tread from birth unto their doom, 

Draw with great pain their fleeting, struggling breath 

A little space, then pass into the dark. 

And hopeless seemed fulfilment of life's vows. 

When all fair dreams were shattered into dust. 

No laurel wreath to crown the victor's brow, 

And the whole world fast in the grip of Fate." 

Then lo ! upon our fevered passion shining. 

Came the rich splendour of the glorious night. 

Above in quiet sky the stars were burning. 

And the moon sailed as through a jasper sea; 

Peace to our weary hearts this glory brought. 

And shone the earth as shines a heaven of rest. 

While life shall last and memory shall endure. 

Beloved, you and I will love that perfect hour. 



18. 

You are more wonderful than flowers of Spring 

That deck the grasses with their gracious hue. 
When gentle airs are rife and glad birds sing 

Under the canopy of Heaven's blue. 
Your voice more rare than argosies of soimd. 

Of harps and viols, or deep-toned melody. 
More joys divine in your great ardour found 

Than all the jewels of art can give to me; 
Within your eyes my destiny I read. 

And to your beauty is my heart in thrall. 
Absent from you, no other love I heed. 

Best loved and dearest, for thou art my all ; 
Without you, what were life? A barren dearth 
Stripped of delight and pleasure on the earths 
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19. 

Our love is like a gracious tune that cbarms 

The listening hearts of men to high intent, 
Or like the rays of golden light that waims 

The earth, until the leafy Summer's spent. 
Like unto all the joy of singing wind. 

Blowing across blue seas that gently croon. 
Or sweetest music of glad birds, that find 

Their natural pleasures in that simple tune. 
O Beauty fair, thou art my very life, 

Thy tender love as sap is to the tree. 
My guide and constant friend amid the strife. 

While every ravishment thou hast in fee. 
I think, Beloved, it was thy destined part. 
Within this life to fill my hungering heart. 



20. 



Lady 1 be kind as thou art fair. 
And doff thy pride and with me share 
What I have thrilled to dream at night. 
Enchanted by thy beauty's might. 

Life is too short for long delays. 
Come ! let us tread the rose-strewn ways 
Of Love, together, you and I, 
While golden hours are passing by. 

For every thought that moves thy mind. 
And every wish within thy heart. 
Is sudden as the inconstant wind — 
Will pause a moment, then depart. 

Come I let us walk the primrose way, 
A moment know of love and light, 
A little space of happy play 
Before the coming of the night. 
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81. 

This is tte garden where in Summer's prime, 

We loved and knew the glory of desire 
That burned within our hearts, a constant fire, 

In the glad hours of that enchanted time 
We knew no ftear, or aught but Love sublime. 

Filling our lives with courage to aspire. 
To hear the music of the heavenly choir 

Above the stir of earth in that fair clime. 

Now Winter with its passion strips the trees, 
And cold winds range throughout the well-Ioved 
place. 
The snow lies deep upon the fields that freeze. 
The flowers have gone, the birds their songs now 
cease ; 
The leaves are whirled away upon the breeze. 
And from the world the sun doth hide his f ace< 

22. 

And our love, too, has withered at its root; 

It is the winter of our souls, and we 
Have plucked and eaten of forbidden fruit. 

And for a bauble sold our liberty. 
Like that deserted garden, our lives seem 

Stripped of delight and bare of all that charms, 
The prey of jealous rage, our love a dream. 

And at the mercy of the Winter's storms. 

The sua that shone upon our splendid pride 

Has set in gloom; y«ur. looks are bitter now; 
Those accents sweet I lo-vsed, you seek to hide 
'Neath scornful words, and hatied you avow ; 
We thought our love was of the stars, and skies. 
Who now go forth to mourn in chastened guise. 



35 



i^HE QUEST OF BEAUTY; 

^heie is a pew6r that moulds me to its wiU,^ 
Despite of every lure that bids me stay 
And loiter on the pleasant rose-strewn wayy 

Neglecting all life's dearth; and shapes of ill, 

A power that bids my mind for ever fill 

With yearning for the meaning of the play. 
All the great mask of life, now sad, now gayv 

Even my bones with this great ardour thrill. 

It is a quest for Beauty; her I love, 

And all my cheqiiered hours as in a glass 

I see them fade ttnd die as Tiifle doth move," 
Swift to appointed end they rise and pass, 

Those fragrant daiys of mine with passion wove; 
Joy iii the flower arid beauty in thfe grassj 

FAREWELL; 

Now that my songs are sung, I bid farewell J 
These are but simple flowers I gathered wild< 

Along the wayside of life's path they dwell. 
Flaunting their beauty for each yearning cHildi 

As on the glittering sands a tiny shell 
Beyond the reach of the aspiring tides, 

Echoes the music that it loves so well, 
So all my rapture for the earth abides. 

Far I am flung from all that I have loved^ 

Upon the sands of pain I lie alone. 
Yet still my heart by Nature's lorfe is movedj 
Even as the shell repeats the ocean's moan. 
Friendship and Love, books, mountains^ 

skies and seas — 
How can poor words describe the joys ol 
these ? 
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